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Seven Days 


Author's Notes: 
Due to the recent news on Richie Sambora\'s departure from the band, | decided to write this fic on how Jon 
might be feeling about the situation 


Its been seven days. Seven fucked up days to be exact. It's not the same, not anymore. Your absence has left 


a hole in my heart that throbs right down to the very core. 


| remember the night you called. Your ringtone shook me outta my intriguing dream. | was expecting something 
pleasant, something sweet and loving to leave your lips. But what | got was a goodbye. A simple,'adios!" if you 
will My heart tore with the aching news that you informed me with. 


"But Rich!" | remember saying. "Ya can't just leave like this! We're in the middle of our tour! David and Tico 
need yal Hell | fuckin’ need yal" 


Hearing his voice sound so pleading and desperate made my heart break. | knew | was caving in, hell, | had no 
choice! Who was | to tell him that he couldn't go take care of his business. | of all people should understand, be 
excepting. | was his true best friend, a brother, hell, even sometimes his lover, although no one knew that part 
of it. It's been our secret for years, and will stay that way for many more to come. | was angry though, my 
hurt fueling my rage. | knew | was being selfish, knew that out of all the times he had been there for me, | 
should've been there for him, shouldn't have been treating him like shit. But | did and our phone call ended with 
the push of a button | remember throwing my phone across the room, hearing it hit the wall with a crack. 


Who cared if it broke? | had all the money in the world to go buy a new one. 


"Fuck!" | had cried out, tears leaving my eyes to travel down my sweaty skin. | rocked back and forth on the 
bed, crying so hard that my body shook; crying for my loss, my sorrow, my emptiness. You didn’t leave me 
with any details, not one single clue. | deserved an explanation. | deserved to know what was going on. But | knew 
you Richie; you wouldn't tell anyone about your personal problems. You'll keep it to yourself, until the press 
finds out and posts it on the internet for the whole world to see. 


That's what happened the last time ya left, remember? In a matter of days, the whole world knew that you 
had left the band due to your alcohol abuse. You'd gotten help though, went to rehab and rejoined us a few 
months later. Things were different this time. Something feels off, and thats what worries me. | told David and 
Tico about your departure. They of course were devastated but we knew that the shows must go on, that we 
couldn't let this one obstacle get in the way of our huge success. We have to play our best for the fans. They 


deserve to see us give all that we have, to try our hardest. 


The shows have gone on as planned but they haven't been the same. Sure, Phil X is a great guitar player, but 
he's no Richie Sambora. Richie, you complete the band in everyway, not having ya there weighs us all down to 
the max. | have faith in ya though. | have faith that you will get through whatever it is that you're goir 
through and will return to your rightful spot as my right hand man 


| can just picture the crowd roaring with the excitement of your return. You would make your way on stage, 
guitar slinged across your broad tanned shoulder. Walking over, you'd give me a high five before turning to 
face our screaming fans. Basking in the glory, we'd raise our fists high and proud, smiling with triumph. That 


will be the day of my recovery; the loss, sorrow and loneliness will be long forgotten 


So | will wait for that day, no matter how long it takes. | will suffer through the pain because in the end | know 


itll be worth it. | will wait for you Richie, forever and always. 


